A VENETIAN  PRISON	I37
much misery, and him much grief. Long and earnestly he
urged me to take some precautions for my safety, but in
vain. I was moved when I saw him actually weeping; but
as I did not want to yield, I begged him to spare me the
sight of his tears. With a strong effort he controlled him-
self, made a few casual remarks, and then with a kind,
affectionate smile embraced me, saying, 'Perhaps this is the
last time we shall see each other, but Fata 'mam invenient?
I returned his embrace and left him; his prediction was
fulfilled. I never saw him again; he died eleven years later.
I was not in the least concerned about my safety, but I
was troubled about my debts. On leaving the Bragadin
Palace that last time I went to see one of my principal
creditors, to persuade him to grant me a delay of eight days
before forcing me to pay what I owed him. After a painful
interview with this man I went home to bed.
The next morning, before it was light, the door of my
room was flung open, and the terrible Grand Inquisitor
entered.
*A*e you Jacques Casanova ?* he asked.
He then commanded me to rise and dress myself, and to
give him all the papers and documents in my possession,
whether written by myself or by others.
cln virtue of whose order?* I asked.
cThe order of the State Tribunal,' he replied, and I knew
there was nothing for me to do but to obey.
Who can explain the influence which certain words exer-
cise over us? Strong in my courage and my innocence, I was
yet positively petrified by the word tribunal,' arid could only
passively obey.
'Take them,' said I, pointing to the papers which covered
my writing-table. Messer Grande stuffed them into a sack,
and then told me I must give up the bound manuscripts I
possessed. I showed him where they were hidden, and I
knew now that it was Manuzzi who had betrayed me, for
these were the books he had offered to buy—the Clavicula
of Solomon, the Zecor-ben> a Picatri^ a full Essay, on th*

